CHAPTER      THREE
and where 'they' had done these things, I was not
informed. But if 'their* activities were fairly exempli-
fied by the very mild passage to which he had drawn
my attention, I cannot imagine anybody buta neurotic
old maid being honestly alarmed by their activities.
Already, therefore, I had begun to realize that as
far as the school-books were concerned, the Mayor's
campaign was a farce. I was still, however, unde-
cided as to whether he was honest in his contention
that George V was 'conspiring' against Chicago,
The idea was so obviously opera boujfe that one
hesitated to suggest it to any person of adult intelli-
gence, but here before me, apparently, was its
originator, and I had to get at the truth.
Hence I began: 'Now, about George V.f
At once, an interruption. Tm not talking about
'George V. I'm talking about George Washington/
'I know. But you have talked about George V,
haven't you?'
He moved impatiently in his chair.
*I want to know, quite definitely, what you think
he is doing in Chicago/
He moved still more impatiently* Suddenly, with
a disarming smile, he jumped to his feet. And this
time the diversion that he introduced was so amusing
that I almost welcomed it. He lumbered over to the
other side of the room and pointed to a singular
object that hung on the wall over his bed. It ap-
peared to be pardy a telephone and partly a radio set.
'See this?' .asked Thompson.
Momentarily relegating George V to the back of
my mind, I looked at it.
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